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As a writer and preacher Mr. Wheeler was p>eculiariy 
gifted ; the treatment of his subject was always logical and 
thorough, and characterized by fairness and persuasion ; he 
had a fine sense of humor and rare exactness of expression ; 
his diction was simple and complete, his style chaste and 
elegant : — thus were his sermons almost models in every 
particular. Could he have had, as he would have had but 
for the peculiar circumstances which kept him in compara- 
tive retirement, an opportunity somewhat commensurate 
with his character and endowment, he would have won a 
wide and enduring reputation in literature, in the field of 
education, and as a pastor and preacher. His faith was deep 
and strong and steadfast in the great truths of Christianity, 
as held by Unitarian Christians ; in a religion of thought, 
and worship, and service ; in God, now, as ever, working and 
speaking in and through nature, and in the soul of man; 
in the leadership of Jesus, in the fatherhood of God, the 
brotherhood of man ; and in the Divine Providence caring 
for each one of God's children as if caring only for him, and 
for all as if all were but one ; and in 

" All tlie good the past has had." 

Possessing also a passionate love of truth for its own 
sake, and an openness of mind and heart that ever welcomed 
and sought the broader view, the clearer light, the greater 
inspiration, and the deeper consecration ; ever, apparently, 
in close and constant communion with the Eternal, he 
hardly realized how much poorer and coarser the quality of 
life common to others ; living almost beyond the need of 
forms and methods well nigh universally considered neces- 
sary, he dwelt on the spiritual heights, and brought down 
the blessing therefrom to his people. His extreme modesty 
made him reluctant to allow his discourses or articles, as 
such, to appear in print. His sermons were for his people, 
and were usually written in brief ; as they could be com- 
pleted only by him, much to the regret of his parishioners 
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and others, most of them are beyond the opportunity of 
being reconstructed. One, however, appeared in the Chris- 
tian Register of Sept. 13, 1888, the subject of which was 
"Divine Wastefulness." As fine and beautiful, and often 
more grand and notable, were the sermons which he gave 
to his flock from week to week for twenty-three years. 

As Mr. and Mrs. Wheeler were riding together through 
the town, on the 30th of June, 1888, their carriage was 
struck by a freight train at the State Line Crossing, and 
both were almost instantly killed. No more sad or tragic 
event has ever occurred in the history of Winchendon ; the 
whole town was moved by inexpressible distress and grief. 
The funeral services were held at the Church of the Unity 
on the following Tuesday, July 3d, at i o'clock. Prayers 
were offered at the parsonage at 12 o'clock, where had gath- 
ered the relatives, the people of the Church of the Unity, 
many clergymen of the Unitarian faith, and the pastors of 
the other churches in Winchendon. 

The church was filled with townspeople and others, all 
of whom were deeply affected by the solemnities of the 
occasion, and their sense of loss. In front of the pulpit, 
which was draped in black, rested the two caskets contain- 
ing the mortal forms of the deceased pastor and his loved 
companion, while around was a tasteful and appropriate 
arrangement of flowers, including a floral pillow prepared 
by the ladies of the Society. The chair, which had been 
occupied for so long a time from Sunday to Sunday by this 
beloved pastor, was draped in laurel, which had always been 
a favorite church decoration with him. The bearers of the 
two caskets were J. H. Fairbank, J. N. Richardson, B. D. 
Whitney, Jonas Damon, George N. Goodspeed, John D. 
Howard, Charles J. Rice, and Wheeler Poland, — the first six 
representing the church, the two latter being Mr. Wheeler's 
associates on the School Committee. The services consisted 
of an organ voluntary, Harry A. Shirley, organist ; singing 
by the church choir; selections from Scripture, by Rev. 
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W. H. Pierson, of Fitchburg, Mass. ; remarks by Rev. E. H. 
Hall, of Cambridge, Mass., and Rev. Davis Foster, D. D., 
pastor of the North Congregational Church, Winchendon; 
prayer and benediction by Rev. Mr. Hall. After services 
at the church, the remains of the departed were taken to 
Topsham, Me. J. H. Fairbank, representing the church, 
J. N. Richardson, its Sunday School, J. G. Folsom, its Memo- 
rial Hall Club, and D. H. Barnes, its Putnam Benevolent 
Society, were designated to accompany the relatives on 
the sad journey ; the three latter named gentlemen con- 
tinued to Topsham, and tenderly cared for the dead until 
the interment, which was at Topsham Cemetery, on Wed- 
nesday at 10 o'clock, A. M. ; they laid upon the caskets the 
floral pillow, the offering of the ladies of the Church of the 
Unity, and a cross of flowers prepared by friends at Bruns- 
wick and Topsham. The services here were conducted by 
Rev. E. C. Guild, pastor of the Unitarian Church at Bruns- 
wick, of which Rev. A. D. Wheeler, D. D., father of Rev. 
Charles H. Wheeler, was once the honored minister. 

Together this faithful pastor and his wife lived ; together 
they died ; side by side at the parsonage were the caskets 
containing their remains ; side by side they were borne 
from the parsonage to the church of his love and of his con- 
secrated service, and to the place of burial ; side by side 
were they laid in one common grave, in a beautiful spot 
on the river bank, near where this royally devoted man 
spent a portion of his earlier life, — a vicinity ever dear to 
him through old associations and tender memories, doubly 
dear as being the place of the old homestead and the abode 
of his aged mother, for whom he cared with the tenderest 
affection and devotion, and of his brother, and other rela- 
tives and friends. 

As pastor of his flock, he found the joy of his life. No- 
where was he happier than in their service, or at their social 
gatherings, where kindly intercourse and regard were uni- 
versal, and where his presence was the light and the blessing 
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thereof. Closer ever the union that bound him and his 
people together; richer ever the blessing of sermon and 
pastoral service. How close and true was this union during 
the last year of his life, when, through the deepening of 
feeling in their hearts, and freer expression thereof by word 
and act, his people brought to him the assurance of their 
appreciation of his efforts in their behalf, and of the abun- 
dant and satisfying blessing he was bringing to them as 
preacher and pastor ; assuring him also of the firmness and 
unchangeableness of their devotion to him, and to the true 
life and service to which he would win them, and to which 
his own example was so strongly calling them. 

The mournful event which caused his death came upon 
them with a shock • of pain and bewilderment. For a long 
time, it was difficult for them to realize that this sad expe- 
rience was not, after all, but a dream. The memory of this 
devoted and beloved pastor will remain ever with this 
people, as a sacred incentive and inspiration to strive toward 
the same high ideal, to possess the same patience and gen- 
tleness and trust. And thus they wait amid the blessing, 
with earnest purpose to welcome the pastor whom God shall 
bring to Ifead them into still broader and greater work and 
accomplishments. 

A prominent clergyman of the Unitarian faith thus refers 
to Mr. Wheeler : " Surely of no one can be spoken more 
aptly than of this saintly and sainted minister, the words 
which he once quoted of a loved and lamented parishioner — 
' Unto you is Paradise opened, the tree of life is planted, 
the time to come is prepared, plenteousness is made ready, 
sorrows are passed, and in the end is showed the treasure of 
immortality.' '' 

Thus is recorded the life and service of one of the many 
pure and faithful souls, the fruit of the Liberal Church, 
who, in the spirit of the Master, have entered into the joy 
of their Lord, and inherit the promise.. 
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OP THB 
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At a Meeting of the Proprietors of the First Unitarian Church in 
South Danvers, held March 9th, 1862, the following resolutions were 
unanimously adopted : 

Whereas^ our beloved pastor, the Rev. Chas. H. Wheeler, has tendered 
to the Society a request that his pastoral relation to it may terminate at 
the expiration of the ensuing three months ; and, whereas, his request has 
been received with feelings of heartfelt sorrow and regret by those who 
have long enjoyed the advantages of his pure ministry, and have felt the 
peculiar sincerity and benevolence of his character and life ; therefore 

Resolved: That the members of this Society unanimously desire to 
communicate to the Rev. Chas. H. Wheeler, an expression of their sincere 
estimation and respect for him as a preacher, a pastor, a friend, and a 
citizen ; and to acknowledge with gratitude the deep and lasting impres- 
sion lefl on their memories by his public and private ministrations by the 
tenderness of his sympathy, by the cordiality of his friendship, and by his 
fidelity to every duty in the various relations which he has sustained to 
them, and to the community in which he has lived. 

Resolved: That while we yield a reluctant and sad assent to the 
request of our pastor, we do most cordially commend him as a beloved 
brother and faithful minister, and a servant in Christ, to every Christian 
Society by which his services may be desired ; and we tender to him our 
most heartfelt wishes for his continued usefulness, and future happiness 
and prosperity in every relation of life. 

Resolved: That assenting to the dissolution of the pastoral relations, 
which have been unusually harmonious, and have united us so happily, 
we will cherish towards our pastor all those feelings of gratitude, affec- 
tion and sympathy, to which his ministry among us has given rise, and 
the existence of which our hearty and unaffected farewell is intended to 
imply. 

Resolved: That the foregoing Resolutions be entered on the Records 
of the Society, and that the clerk be intrusted to transmit an attested copy 
of the same to our pastor. 

[Signed] WILLIAM CUTLER, C/erk. 

South Danvers, March 9, 1862. 
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SORROW. 



*Tis sorrow builds the shining ladder up, 
Whose golden rounds are our calamities, 
Whereon our firm feet planting, nearer God 
The spirit climbs, and hath its eyes unsealed. 
True is it that Death's face seems stern and cold 
When he is sent to summon those we love ; 
But all God's angels come to us disguised ; 
Sorrow and sickness, poverty and death. 
One after other lift their frowning masks, 
And we behold the seraph's face beneath. 
All radiant with the glory and the calm 
Of having looked upon the front of God. 

James Russell Lowell. 
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SCRIPTURE SELECTIONS, 

Including passages read at the Funeral by Rev, W. If. JPierson^ 

of Fitchburg^ Mass, 



The memory of the just is blessed. 

Who shall ascend into the hill of the Lord ? And who shall stand in 
his holy place ? He that hath clean hands and a pure heart ; who hath 
not lifted up his soul unto vanity, nor sworn deceitfiilly. He shall 
receive the blessing from the Lord, and righteousness from the God of his 
salvation. 

What doth the Lord require of thee, but to do justly, and to love mercy, 
and to walk humbly with thy God ? 

The steps of a good man are ordered by the Lord ; and he delighteth 
in his way. 

Mark the perfect man, and behold the upright ', for the end of that man 
is peace. 

Let your light so shine before men, that they may see yoor good works, 
and glorify your Father which is in heaven. 

The letter killeth, but the spirit giveth life. 

God is love ; and he that dwelleth in love dwelleth in God, and God in 
him. 

He that overcometh shall inherit all things, and I will be his God, and 
he shall be my son. 

Here is the patience of the 'saints ; here are they that keep the com- 
mandments of God and the faith of Jesus. 

God is our refuge and strength, a very present help in trouble. 

Help, Lord : for the godly man ceasetb ; for the faithful fail from among 
the children of men. 

The Lord redeemeth the souls of his servants, and none of them that 
trust in him shall be desolate. 

When thou passest through the waters, I will be with thee ; and through 
the rivers, they shall not overflow thee : when thou walkest through the 
fire, thou shalt not be burned ; neither shall the flame kindle upon thee. 
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They that sow in tears shall reap in joy. 

Blessed are they that mourn ; for they shall be comforted. 

In my Father's house are many mansions : if it were not so, I would 
have told you. I go to prepare a place for you. And if I go and prepare 
a place for you, I will come again and receive you unto myself; that 
where I am, there ye may be also. 

I am the resurrection and the life ; he that believeth in me, though he 
were dead, yet shall he live : and whosoever liveth and believeth in me 
shall never die. 

For I reckon that the sufferings of this present time are not worthy to 
be compared with the glory which shall be revealed in us. 

Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard, neither have entered into the heart 
of man, the things which God hath prepared for them that love him. 

Our light affliction, which is but for a moment, worketh for us a far 
more exceeding and eternal weight of glory : while we look not at the 
things which are seen, but at the things which are not seen : for the 
things which are seen are temporal, but the things which are not seen are 
eternal. 

For as in Adam all die, even so in Christ shall all be made alive. 

It is sown a natural body ; it is raised a spiritual body. There is a 
natural body and there is a spiritual body. 

And as we have borne the image of the earthy, we shall also bear the 
image of the heavenly. 

And I heard a voice from heaven saying unto me, Write, Blessed are 
the dead wliich die in the Lord from henceforth : Yea, saith the Spirit, 
that they may rest from their labors ; and their works do follow them. 

And there shall be no night there ; and they need no candle, neither 
light of the sun ; for the Lord God giveth them light : and they shall reign 
forever and ever. 

And God shall wipe away all tears from their eyes ; and there shall be 
no more death, neither sorrow nor crying, neither shall there be any more 
pain, for the former things are passed away. 
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ADDRESS 

By Rev. E. H. Hall, of Cambridge^ 

at the Funeral of Rev. and Mrs. Charles H. Wheeler, 

at Winchendon, July, 3, 1888. 



You have summoned me here, my friends, on a painful 
errand, from whose duties I would gladly have shrunk. To 
stand before you when a disaster so appalling has robbed 
you of the most beloved of pastors, and me of the dearest 
of friends, requires, I fear, calmer nerves than I can com- 
mand. Yet, hard as it is to be here, it would be harder still 
to be away. Difficult as it will be to say what I would wish, 
or what you would gladly hear, it would be far more difficult 
not to speak what words of comfort I can, in this your 
double bereavement. 

How many memories this hour calls up. It carries me 
back to those student years when I first met your pastor, 
just as he was returning from his European travels to begin 
his professional studies. A ripe classical scholar I found 
him, intensely alive to all that was best in literature and art, 
full of enthusiasm over the revelations which foreign lands 
had brought him, full of interest, too, in his fellow-men, and 
.eager to serve them. I think it was the rare quality of his 
mind, quite as much as his character, which first drew me 
to him, and established the intimacy which has continued 
unbroken to this day. Amid the religious excitements of 
that time, no one seemed to me more responsive than he to 
the fresh spiritual thought of the hour, none more quick to 
see all that was best in it, none who rejoiced more heartily 
in the moral and mental freedom which it promised. As a 
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writer, he had a clearness, a beauty, and even elegance of 
style (without sacrifice of vigor), which seemed to us all to 
mark him for professional eminence. He had at that time, 
I remember, the unusual power of giving his thoughts their 
perfect literary form in his mind before touching pen to 
paper; so that when he came to write, he had but to tran- 
scribe what was already complete, even to the turning of a 
phrase. You have listened to him so often that you do not 
need to be told of the charm of his written word, or to be 
reminded that this charm never failed him to the end. By 
nature he was studious, or at least alert with scholarly 
instinct, gathering his stores of information easily from 
every hand, and needing only the spur of necessity, "to 
prick the sides of his intent," to keep him in the front rank 
of our writers and thinkers. 

All this I found out at once in those Cambridge days, and 
noted with admiration how in all the agitations which pene- 
trated our little student community, and made it cost some- 
thing even there to be true to one's convictions, "he was 
invariably found on the side of the broadest theological and 
religious freedom, and true to the side that was unpopular 
and despised. 

From that time on (after his first brief ministry), you 
have known him better than I ; have seen what a power he 
has m^de himself in the community to which he came, and 
have been daily witnesses of his fidelity and devotion as a 
pastor, his high ability as a preacher, his unfailing vivacity 
and charm as a companion, his beautiful and heroic con- 
stancy in his darkened home. Towards none of my fellows 
in the ministry has my heart gone out in profounder sym- 
pathy, and, I may now say, in profounder admiration. 
Never have I seen the sternest and most perplexing of 
responsibilities so calmly assumed, or so resolutely or nobly 
borne. However questionable to others the path of duty 
before him, there was no question to him. So long as the 
happiness, and perhaps the very existence of another life 
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was involved, his obligation was clear, and he could not 
hesitate or swerve for an instant. No sacrifice too great, 
no thoughtfulness too tender or minute, no devotion too 
entire, no separation from the world or from friends or 
from outside activities too absolute, when such an end was 
to be secured. And secured it was. The supreme object 
of his later years has been accomplished — how bravely and 
unfalteringly you know. The one light upon that awful 
hour is the perfect consummation it has brought to the 
sacred purpose he so long had held. 

Nor let us forget for a moment that companion life whose 
troubled hours are now ended. Let us not forget the glad 
hope and high promise of its earlier years, so swiftly and 
mysteriously clouded ; the youthful expectations and youthful 
ardor so cruelly mocked. If Providence appoints no sterner 
lot to the children of men, than to take from the gifted 
mind its power of self-determination, or from the soul its 
very self, and compel it to assume a habit and manners not 
its own, then should our tenderest sympathy and pity go out 
to one who was doomed year after year to this hard necessity. 
Over her grave we will shed hot tears of sorrow for the 
blighted past, but tears, too, of gratitude and joy that the 
clouds are lifted now, and the mind's vision and the heart's 
affection are no longer to be perverted or perplexed. Let 
us trust that she has returned to herself at last, and that 
once more she sees and knows her own. 

Dear friends, no one can feel more than I how inade- 
quately I have spoken. One of the first thoughts that came 
to my mind as your summons reached me, was that, now he 
is gone, there is none left to speak fittingly of the departed. 
I shall never forget the impression made upon me at the 
time by the tributes which your pastor paid to two of his 
beloved parishioners — son and father — as they were taken 
away from him and you. There was a dignity, a solemnity, 
an exquisite and touching pathos in his words, as I read 
them, which seemed to make all other eulogy rude and bare. 
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But unworthy as these words have been, I am glad to 
have spoken them. Now that all reserves are removed, and 
the need of silence broken, I am glad that we may look each 
other in the face, and say how genuine and true, how brave 
and loyal this life has been. I am gl^d to say in my own 
behalf, how rare a friendship this has been which is now so 
abruptly closed ; I am glad to say in your behalf, how great 
a privilege your church has enjoyed in this ministry of 
twenty years, and how precious a legacy it inherits in the 
memory of this pure and consecrated life. 
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REMARKS 

Of Rev. Davis Foster D. D., 

Pastor of the North Congregational Church of Winchendo% 
at the Funeral of Rev, and Mrs. Charles H, Wheeler^ 

July 3, 1888. 



I am called upon to speak in regard to Mr. Wheeler as a 
citizen of the town. For more than twenty years I have 
known Mr. Wheeler ; we have met constantly in daily inter- 
course as citizens of the same community. I was inexpres- 
sibly grieved and shocked when I heard the tidings of the 
great calamity that had come to the town in the sudden 
death of Mr. and Mrs. Wheeler. In all our intercourse, 
there has never been a shadow of bitterness or jealousy. I 
had come to regard Mr. Wheeler as a personal friend, and 
in the hour of affliction in my own family, Mr. Wheeler 
came to me with expressions of the most kindly sympathy 
and friendship. 

Mr. Wheeler did not belong to the church militant ; he 
had no fondness for controversy. The relations of the dif- 
ferent ministers and churches in town to each other have 
been of the most friendly kind ; we have had no controver- 
sies to wage with each other. Mr. Wheeler never gave the 
impression that he was seeking to push himself forward; 
there was never a suspicion that he was pulling wires for 
his own personal advancement ; he modestly took the place 
that was given him by his fellow-citizens, and did his work 
with painstaking fidelity. 

As Chairman of the School Committee for the last twenty 
years, Mr. Wheeler has been engaged in work that will tell 
upon the best interests of the town ; this work has been 
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done, as I believe, with a simple desire to forward the high- 
est educational interests of the town, and just as he had 
come to the point in time when he began to see the harvest 
of his faithful effort, he was snatched away. He lived to 
see the school, founded by the munificent gift of an honored 
parishioner, successfully started on its mission of highest 
importance in the future history of this town. He lived to 
see the first-class complete the course marked out in the 
Murdock School. He was permitted to send this class out 
into the world with words of kindly benediction. He 
inaugurated the beautiful custom, which it may be hoped 
will be kept up, of bestowing a silver medal upon each 
student who completed with honor the prescribed course of 
study. That Mr. Wheeler stood before the children as the 
representative of the educational interests of the town, may 
be seen from the following incident : — A child said to me 
just after the tidings of the mournful accident had reached 
the village, "Oh, Mr. Foster, Mr. Wheeler is dead. We 
have lost our Committee ! " 

Mr. Wheeler in his private life has shown a gentleness, 
a patience and fortitude, that is an inspiration to the whole 
community ; in these days of change, of restlessness, of 
breaking away from time-honored customs, Mr. Wheeler 
has borne himself with a constancy and a fidelity to the 
most sacred trust, that are worthy of our highest admiration. 
We have marked his career in this respect ; with never a 
word of complaint, he has gone forward to meet the burdens 
that came to him ; he has ministered to a wife under the 
cloud of mental disease with a most touching fidelity and 
devotion. 

Mr. Wheeler has been a model in these directions, and I 
believe this whole community will feel the influence of his 
noble devotion for many coming years. 



22 



Thou hast made ns for Thyself, and the heart never resteth till it find- 
eth rest in thee. — Saint Augustine, 



Think what it is to be full of love to every creature ; to be frightened 
at nothing ; to be sure that all things will turn to good ; not to mind pain, 
because it is our Father's will ; to know that nothing could part us from 
God who loves us, and who fills our souls with peace and joy, because we 
are sure that whatever He wills is holy, just, and good. — George Eliot, 



Not first the bright and afler that the dark, 
But first the dark and afler that the bright ; 
First the thick cloud, and then the rainbow's arc, 
First the dark grave, then resurrection light. — Bonar, 
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SERMON, 

(Preached m the Church of the Unity, Winchendon, August 5, 1888,) 

By Rev. A. P. Putnam, D. D. 



DKF>ARTURKS AND ARRIVAI^S. 

"Jgfo away (ind come again unto yow.**— John xiv: 28. 

It was in the last great discourse of Jesus to his disciples, so 
lofty and pathetic, that he gave them this promise, that, if he left 
them, he would return to them. However they may have indulged 
the fond hope that he would long remain with them, as their 
companion, guide, master, and visible bond of union, the events 
which were now taking place, and the nature of his utterances to 
them, only betokened that the hour of separation was drawing 
near. A tender sadness was taking possession of their hearts. 
They could not see how it was that he could return to them if he 
should die, and they could as little understand how they could 
live and be blest without him. Soon the fateful crisis came, and 
his solemn departure left them in darkness and distress. They 
had seen him given up into the hands of cruel and murderous 
men. He had been crucified, and he was buried ; and there was 
the rock of the sepulchre rolled against the door, apparently bar- 
ring all hope of their beholding him more, and all hope of the 
future spread and triumph of his religion. To all human seem- 
ing, they and the cause which with him they had espoused, were 
doomed. No wonder they were now the victims of sorrow and 
of terror. 

But Jesus was true to his word. He returned to his own. 
During the forty days that intervened between his resurrection 
and ascension, he was seen on various occasions and at different 
places, as Paul and the Evangelists testify. He was seen of the 
women at the sepulchre. He was seen of the two disciples on 
their way to Emmaus. He was seen of the Apostles at Jerusalem. 
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He was seen of the Five Hundred at once sometime afterward ; 
and, " last of all," he was seen of the Man of Tarsus, as of " one 
born out of due time." Again and again, with his now risen, 
visible, triumphant form, he gladdened the eyes and rejoiced the 
souls of those who had so bitterly mourned him, and who had 
been so utterly disheartened and affrighted. " We have seen the 
Lord," was henceforth their exultant cry, and they wept, they 
feared, they doubted no more. 

But there were still other ways in which he returned to them. 
He came back to them also in the outpouring of the Spirit on the 
Day of Pentecost. This was, indeed, the Comforter, which could 
be present with them in all its fulness and power only as Jesus 
himself should first go away, even as he had said. It was thus 
expedient for them that he should depart. So long as he was with 
them in the flesh, mingling with them in all the common daily 
scenes and cares of life, their dependence was too much upon 
the outward, the material, the transient, the perishable. They 
could have no just or adequate sense of the spiritual and eternal 
qualities and verities that were in him, and that made him what 
he was. When that which was external and ephemeral was with- 
drawn, their inner vision would be quickened to see, and their 
souls would be opened to receive more and more fully, the riches 
of his truth and grace. It is remarkable what a clearer view and 
mightier love of the Christ they had after he rose from the dead, 
and after that Pentecostal baptism. Previous to those events, 
much, very much, of his essential glory was veiled to their sight, 
and they had been dull and slow learners of the Word. But now 
all lower or more unworthy conceptions of him were rapidly laid 
aside, and he stood revealed to them in his real greatness and 
beauty to a most wonderful degree. The mortal, the earthly had 
vanished ; the immortal, the heavenly was manifest. So true it 
was — paradoxical as it may seem — that, while it was necessary 
that the divine should appear and be made known to men in the 
human form and under terrestrial conditions, it was only as these 
media should afterward be removed, that it could be disclosed in 
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all its full-orbed splendor. The disciples had seen the Christ in 
his humanity, they now had caught the vision of his divinity ; and 
in their higher communion with their glorified Lord, there came 
into their souls fresh gifts of the Spirit that was to lead them into 
all truth. All things were brought to their remembrance what- 
soever he had said. Hidden things were disclosed to view, and 
things which were hard or mysterious were made clear and simple. 
The very heavens were opened. Faith that drooped was revived, 
and grew strong and confident. Hope was bright, courage was 
unfaltering, love was self-sacrificing, and service was triumphant. 
And this little company of peasants, fishermen, and publicans 
changed the currents of history, and became the chief masters of 
the world. Having been ^* endued with power from on high," they 
went forth, north, east, south and west, as the Saviour gave them 
commandment, having the seal of heavenly consecration, and full 
of the life, the spirit which had come into them, after the giver 
of it had gone away from them. No toil was too severe for them 
to undergo ; no enterprise too hazardous for them to undertake ; 
no journey too long or fatiguing for them to accomplish ; no gift 
too cosily for them to render, and no death too painful for them 
to endure, for the cause to which they had devoted body, mind, 
heart and soul. Jesus had laid down his life for them and the 
race. They were only too glad to lay down theirs for him and his 
religion. Here was the very presence of the Christ, and here was 
the peace that passed all understanding — peace which the world 
had not given, and which the world could not take away. " Lo, I 
am with you alway, even unto the end of the world." 

A marvellous story, but yet one which has, in some smaller or 
larger measure, been repeated in the experience or life of count- 
less men and women in all the centuries that have succeeded. 
It is in some such blessed way that many a one whom we have 
loved on earth, but who has been taken away from us by death, 
is not lost to us, but comes back to us, and is, perhaps, really 
more to us than while in the body. Not until our dear ones 
leave us, do we truly know them, enter into their very spirit and 
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into their innermost secret, and receive most abundantly of their 
gracious ministries. 

Our first, inevitable thought is, that they are forever gone. 
The impression deepens as we look around us and see no longer 
the familiar form, and hear no more the voice that was ever as 
music to our ears, but behold the still empty chair and the vacant 
places, and are painfully impressed with a sense of the shadow 
and the silence about us, as the " days go on," the " days go on." 
In almost every such case, we come soon to feel that, however 
much we trusted, honored, admired, and loved the departed, there 
was more real worth there than we had ever distinctly seen. 
Numberless things had conspired to conceal it from us, — the 
fleshly garment, the imprisoning walls of clay, the thousand and 
one petty cares and turmoils of life in which the soul so seldom 
reveals its higher self, and all this constant and urgent need and 
concern in relation to the outward and the transitory. How much 
of all that we say and do in our homes and by the wayside, in the 
social scene and in the marts of business, only distances us from 
one another even when we talk and mingle most together ! In 
our friendliest intercourse not seldom, but in our ordinary conver- 
sations and ways full often, there is a certain depth within, which 
we do not care to expose too freely to the view of others, but 
which constitutes the very springs of character, and holds the 
secret of our life. It is this that is seen of men when all exter- 
nalities and adventitious circumstances fall away. Who has not 
been called to lament that he did not, before it was too late, do 
better justice to some one who has passed on, " where, beyond 
these voices, there is peace ?" You did not understand his higher 
motive. You did not give him full credit for his sincerity, his 
unselfishness, his nobler impulses, struggles, aspirations, and ser- 
vice. Perhaps you did not try. Possibly, amidst all the jars 
and discords and controversies of his day, you blinded yourself 
to the truth or the reality, and took him to be quite the opposite 
of what he was in fact, and what God all the time saw him to be. 
Now you see him as he was. Death has drawn aside the veil, and 
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the man's true self is before you. The scaffolding is removed, 
and the fair and indestructible edifice alone is there. The last 
great change more or less transforms every image of friend or foe. 
It does not so much idealize it, but it actualizes it rather, present- 
ing it to us just as it was. The good are made to us better still, 
and even the worst are seen to have redeeming traits we had not 
discerned before. Call to mind the long list of gallant soldiers 
and lofty statesmen, and righteous reformers and Christ-like 
philanthropists, who have been misunderstood and maligned and 
persecuted while living, and when a kind, appreciative word or a 
sympathetic, helpful act would have been to them like a cup of 
cold water to the thirsty and weary ; but whom, when the warfare 
was ended, all parties, classes, sects, and schools were ready to 
hail as God's anointed and humanity's redeemers. Alas, that we 
should have to wait until such an hour in order that we may see 
the world's saints and heroes and benefactors, and render them 
their just meed of praise and honor ! But so it is that they come 
back to us. Their essential spirit and character are more fully 
understood. Their words, their deeds, their lives, have for us a 
richer ministry, and a nobler and more precious meaning. The 
bereavements of earth are surely not altogether losses to us, but 
bring to us great gains with all the deprivation, if only thus we 
learn to put a juster estimate upon the virtues and merits of the 
departed, and to prize aright the heart's dearest treasures. Now 
it is that we love them more truly, rise into higher communion 
with them, and receive from them more effectual aid in all the 
better way and work of earth. 

As with the Master and his disciples, so it is with ourselves 
and our ascended ones. The dead come back to us in all the 
countless recollections that throng to our. minds of what they 
thought, and said, and did. Things which we had apparently for- 
gotten now start up in memory, just as fresh and vivid and real as 
they were at the first, — the bright thoughts, and pleasant words, 
and winning smiles, and loving deeds, and tender solicitudes, and 
thoughtful attentions, and patient sufferings; the simple trust, 
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the devout spirit, the sincere worship, the charity that never 
failed, the purity that knew no stain, the humble walk with God, 
the victory over Death. They return to us with all the remem- 
bered hours when they and we took sweet counsel with one 
another, and read our favorite authors together, and walked to the 
house of God in company; when there we communed unitedly 
with the Christ, and went forth hand in hand and heart with heart 
to serve the needy and the unfortunate ; when we journeyed with 
one another, and strolled along the streams or through the woods, 
or sat by the breaking waves or climbed the lofty hills, or visited 
the great cities and saw the famous spots or monuments of earth, 
our blended souls drinking in the inspiration, and feeling a joy 
too deep for utterance. It is not lost to us. It is a very part of 
us. It is an immortal possession. Here are ties that cannot be 
broken. The past is present with us still, and with it every object 
of our fond affection and true devotion. The Past — it lives again 
in all that was pure and holy and of good report ; and there is 
nothing that is more real, substantial and abiding than that. The 
thing that is born of God perishes never. 

The dead come to us again in every divine influence which 
they exert upon us — in every better purpose, ambition, lesson, 
hope, we receive from them — in every higher work in which they 
engage us. What is their death but the voice that calls us to duty 
and fidelity in Christ Jesus ? Was there a wish or prayer they ever 
once breathed in our behalf, that we should be the obedient and 
loving children of God ? And if, indeed, we heed their word or 
will, and turn from every evil way, and dedicate ourselves to the 
proper ends and objects of our being, and seek to advance 
steadily in wisdom and holiness and love — what a return to us is 
that, of the departed! In the light of that diviner life, we see 
them as we cannot otherwise do, and find that our faithful 
endeavor has added something even to the radiant joy of the 
blest. We cannot think a good thought, or speak a right word, 
or do a virtuous act, or engage in some beneficent labor or enter- 
prise, without clarifying somewhat the spiritual vision so as to see 
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celestial things more distinctly, and bring the angels a little nearer 
to us in sympathy and fellowship. If we want to find again our 
lost ones, we must love and serve God and man ; we must give 
ourselves to some grand service of truth and righteousness, that 
need not take us out of our present circumstances into some more 
extended or conspicuous sphere, but that may well employ us just 
where we are, humble though our lot may be, and plain and simple 
though its duties are. Oh, many have been the tried and broken- 
hearted who have found their buried treasures there, restored to 
light and life, and have realized thus the comfort and the peace 
ineffable. It is that whic^ rolls the rocks back from sepulchre 
doors, and calls forth for us the dead, clothed with beauty and 
immortality. Lift the burdens from the weak and the weary, 
soothe the sick and save the tempted, feed the hungry and raise 
the fallen, cheer the troubled and minister to the suffering and 
the wretched, and there shall be fresh resurrections for you, and 
angel presences, and joy and life eternal. 

"I, go away, and come again unto you." It is just as we will 
it. If we lose ourselves in the whirl of sinful pleasures, or plunge 
on into the hot pursuits of selfish, worldly ambition, shutting close 
every avenue through which spiritual influences may find their 
way into our souls, we need not expect to see the promise pass 
into fulfilment. It is only as we keep pure our hearts and live 
unto God, that we feel the departed near, and find them dear. 
But then we shall. For the spiritual world, believe me, is not 
alone far away, that they cannot readily be with us and we with 
them. It is all around us, hidden from our view only by this cur- 
tain of sense, which is ever suspended before our mortal eyes. 
We live and move and have our being amidst a world of unseen, 
yet eternal existences and realities. The absent ones have not 
gone into some remote sphere or corner of the universe, selfishly 
to enjoy the repose and bliss of heaven, and to know or care 
nothing about the fortunes and the fate of those whom they have 
left behind in these visible earthly scenes. They are not at a dis- 
tance. They are nigh at hand. They are not indifferent spectators 
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of our conduct and life. They would fain be the helpers of our 
joy. "Are they not all ministering spirits, sent forth to minister 
unto them who shall be heirs of salvation?" They do not come 
from afar ; they are here already. But what avails it, if our hearts 
are dead and cold ? Then it is as if they were not. We make 
them our own only as we are open and receptive, and responsive 
and earnest and glad. Their coming is our welcome. Then are 
they with us in many a still hour of thought and meditation, wor- 
ship and communion ; in many a moment or season of strong 
temptation, when the soul is beset by fears and foes, and is called 
to battle for safety and deliverance ; in many a time of sorrow 
and anguish when it needs all helping grace lo enable it to bear 
and do the will divine ; in many a weary work and lonely struggle, 
when it is so hard to trust and be patient and faithful unto the 
end ; with us then and there to guide and guard, to solace and 
succor, and so enable us to win at last. 

**It is my faith they friend us in our need; 
With tender chords they draw us where they move; 
And often at the noon of night they feed, 
With dews of heaven, the lilies of their love." 

There are hours when we feel the very presence of such celes- 
tial visitants, and can almost hear the rustle of their wings ; and 
the more we rise in the spiritual life and walk close with God, the 
more we are made to realize that, while we are denizens of the 
earth, we are also at the same time amidst unseen and everlasting 
things, are in the full survey of a great cloud of witnesses who 
are within the veil, and are acted upon by agencies and influences 
that often keep us when we would stray or fall, and that bless us 
most when least we know it. Aye, who shall say that, in the final 
hour, these are not the ones who hover about us, and are the first 
to smile upon us and receive us as we wake from sleep into the 
light and freedom and glory of heaven — verifying again the 
promise, " I go away and come again unto you." • 

In the history of how many saints of our own comniunion has 
the general lesson of the hour been taught us ! Priestley, after his 




31 

exceptionally noble and useful life in his native land, as a preacher 
and pastor, theologian, reformer, philosopher, and scientific teacher 
and discoverer, was so little understood and was so exposed to 
persecution and danger, that he had to fly to America and end 
here his illustrious career. Two hemispheres have long since 
shared richly the beneficent results of his labors, and united to do 
him honor. Birmingham, which was notably a scene of his toils, 
and also his wrongs, now points with pride to the monuments she 
has gladly raised to his memory. We are all his debtors. 

Channing was so little appreciated by other sects of Christians 
when he died, that few, if any, of their representatives deemed 
the impressive event worthy of any special notice, much less of 
any mark of sympathetic respect and sorrow. But from then until 
now, his thought and spirit have been more and more permeating 
the wide, wide religious world, and in all churches or denomina- 
tions of Christendom, he is an object of the reverence, gratitude 
and love of unnumbered souls. 

Like Priestley and Channing, James Freeman Clarke espoused 
many an unpopular cause long years ago, but lived to see each 
and all of them march on to large or complete success, and to find 
himself esteemed and beloved, as few have been while yet in the 
flesh, by men of all creeds and parties. Though the sod is new 
above his grave, he is speaking to us even more tenderly and 
powerfully, now that he is dead, than he did while yet he was 
amongst us in mortal form. He has gone away, but he is coming 
back to us, and will continue to come in all the future. The 
beauty and graciousness of his character and his life stand forth 
more distinctly revealed than ever. Another pure, bright, blessed 
name shines out resplendently on the calendar of the church of 
Christ. 

And so it is, and shall be, dear friends, with your saintly and 
sainted minister, who, with his cherished wife, was so suddenly 
and unexpectedly, and in so tragic and distressing a manner* 
snatched away from you, and borne with her to heaven as in a 
chariot of fire. I knew him well at Cambridge, as long ago as 
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when we were both pursuing there together our theological studies, 
preparatory to the work that subsequently engaged us. Full well 
I recall his bright, animated and beautiful face, his refined, cheer- 
ful, and friendly spirit, his cultured mind and rare attainments ; 
his pure, aesthetic and literary tastes, his superior intellectual 
ability and his earnest, unaffected piety; his love of truth and 
breadth of thought and sympathy; the conscientious care with 
which he fulfilled all his duties as a member of the school, and 
the finish and excellence of whatever performance was required of 
him as a student, and the richly deserved trust and honor, and 
affection and admiration he received from teachers and taught 
alike. Nor do I fail to remember the pleased interest with which 
I followed him, as he began his pastoral labors in scenes and 
amongst a people so well known to me in earliest years, and then 
afterward as he transferred them to your own town and church, 
where also there were sacred personal associations for me, which 
this afflicting and appalling event in your parish can but revive 
afresh in my mind.* Of his long, arduous, and successful service 
here, — amidst domestic anxieties, fears and perplexities, which 
none but himself and God ever could fully know, — and of his 
faith, courage, strength, zeal, patience, and sweetness in and 



* The reference is to a brother, Israel Alden Putnam, who was graduated at 
the Cambridge Divinity School in the Summer of 1848, and about the same 
time began Unitarian preacliing in Wincheudon. It was while he was fulfil- 
ling his engagements in this place, that, after a brief illness, he died at Danvers, 
his native town, October 31st of that year. His memory is still i)erpetuated in 
the " Putnam Benevolent Society," which was named for him after his decease, 
and which, in its continued existence, has been connected with the Church of 
the Unity during the latter's entire history. There is an allusion to it in the 
following extract from a letter which he wrote from Winchendon, Sept. 25, 1848, 
to a very dear friend and classmate : 

" You will wish to know something of my labors in this place. I have to 
tell you we are thriving well Our prospects are only encouraging. I preach 
three sermons a day, having a third servirte in some one of the school-houses in 
the neighboring villages. I carry out some tracts, and distribute them among 
the people — Orthodox, Baptists, and all. They receive them very readily. 
The people here in the centre of the town are much interested in the Society, 
or what is to be the Society. Though the number is small, there is real pleasure 
in preaching to them. We are about forming a ISewing Circle, bellevmg that 
to be one of the best means of uniting the somewhat diverse elements, and 
establishing for them a common interest.^ 
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through it all to the end, you yourselves have been the thankful 
and helpful witnesses. His praise has been in the churches, but 
you, most of all, have seen this character and this life ripen, 
amidst shadow and sunshine, to the fair and goodly harvest. 
Year by year, day by day, the Christ has been manifested anew 
for you in him, as he has gone about amongst you, here, and in 
your homes, and in your streets, speaking the words of wisdom, 
comfort and love, — a stay and staff to the old, and a guide and 
example to the young, and a benefactor and treasure to Winchen- 
don and its inhabitants, whose manifold better interests and high- 
est welfare he always had at heart, and did so much to promote. 
But however finely you appreciated his goodness while he was yet 
with you, you see and prize it all the more now that he is gone : — 

" For he waa one of those we never know 
Till they have left tu, nor how great the love 
We hore them ; they are all too meek to show 
Their dearness, till they stand our praise above. 

Down goes the scaffolding, the work is crowned; 
Much that was hidden from us may be read; 
And for the first time we can look all round 
The statue of his life now perfected.'' 

There is no such valid, convincing, and irresistible argument 
for Christianity as the consecrated and useful life of the sincere 
and genuine disciple. Your faith in it has deepened and passed 
into assurance and knowledge all the more, because you have had 
here such a shining illustration and proof of its power to mould, 
exalt, and transfigure the character. If you ever doubted before, 
you can doubt no longer. The testimony, the influence, the 
blessedness will abide with you. It can never perish. Moral and 
spiritual good like this, has perennial and everlasting vitality, and 
works ceaselessly on to larger and grander issues. The saint dies 
not. He lives ! Long, long after his dust has returned to the 
earth as it was, and his spirit to God who gave it, he lives ! — 
lives in every soul he has quickened, in every noble thought he 
has imparted, in every sacred purpose he has inspired, in every 
holy joy he has awakened, in every sweet hope and transporting 
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vision he has kindled, and in all the regenerating, sanctifying and 
uplifting ministries of his years. 

Your ascended friend, brother, pastor, though there with the 
just made perfect, is here also, and will be with you, coming to 
you perpetually with every recollection of his face and voice and 
winning ways, with every well-remembered sermon, and kindness, 
counsel and consolation, and with every returning thought of the 
Christ-like spirit with which he bore the heavy cross that was laid 
upon him, and of the Christ-like victory he won over the ills and 
sorrows of earth ; and there is not one of you who will not thus 
be fired with a loftier ambition, strengthened for a more acceptable 
discharge of duty, helped to meet aright the trials and rise trium- 
phantly above the temptations of life, and so be filled with the 
peace of God. 

What a reward it is, for all true disciples of the Master who 
are faithful unto death ! What joys and satisfactions await them 
in the other and brighter world, we see but dimly — but this we 
know, that wherever they are, and whatever their pursuits or 
engagements, it is theirs, eternally, to rest in the assurance that 
they have not here lived and toiled without success ; that others 
have entered into their labors and bequests, and are all the better 
and happier on account of them ; and that the seed which they 
sowed in humble trust and with believing prayer, shall spring up, 
and blossom, and bear abundant and ever-increasing fruit, all 
along the pathways of men, to the end of time. It shall be so 
with the departed. God grant it may be so with you and with 
us all. 

Early in the passing season, I received a letter from your 
lamented pastor, expressing a wish that I would come and preach 
for his people on some Sunday that might be convenient for me, 
and saying that he would be at home to welcome me to his pulpit 
and to his congregation. I wrote to him what a delight it would 
be to me thus to revisit his Society, after the lapse of so many 
years since I made the acquaintance of its original members, but 
that various engagements at the time must oblige me to defer the 
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pleasure for a while. As soon as I should see my way clear to 
come hither, as I hoped to do in a few weeks, I was to communi- 
cate with him, and let him know the day. How little I could have 
thought in any imaginings of what might possibly be, of the cir- 
cumstances under which I was really to be with you, and say my 
word ! I can only bring you my profoundest sympathy for you in 
your loss and grief ; my grateful felicitations that you have for so 
long a time been blessed with such a ministry, and that you have 
such priceless memories to take along with you in all the way that 
lies before ; and my earnest prayer, in which so many, far and 
near, silently and invisibly join me, that the Father of all mercies 
may solace you and be gracious unto you, and send you soon 
another minister of his truth, who shall still carry on the good 
work so well begun and prosecuted by your now vanished and 
translated friend and servant in Christ, and in whom the absent 
one shall come to you again indeed, the fresh laborer being filled 
with his spirit, worthy of his mantle, and laden with love and 
blessings for his shepherdless flock. 

Our life is one perpetual series of departures and arrivals, of 
farewells and welcomes. We think, oft-times, too exclusively of 
our losses, not enough of our gains. We look mournfully at 
treasures that take their flight, but have no glad expectancy for 
the equally or more precious gifts that are ever swiftly coming to 
meet us, to make the compensation good. Friends fall out the 
ranks full fast, but others crowd to take their places, while yet they 
who depart are still our own. The noble and the great who have 
led humanity on, die at length, and who is left, we say, to bear up 
the Ark of the Lord, and give us rest at last ? But God forever 
has in training His lofty souls, ready and waiting to meet the 
call, and carry on the mighty work. Empires rise, flourish, and 
decline, but new — and better, it may be — succeed them, gather 
up the good that remains, incorporate it into other civilizations, 
and still perpetuate the glorious economy of Providence. "We 
are all on the full march.^' Many a belief, opinion, fancy, conceit, 
which we once trusted, has disappointed and failed us ; but do 
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we not see that our present faith has gone down deeper into the 
vital and eternal verities, and that it is more manly, vigorous and 
enduring because it has been put to the test of reason, and has 
braved the shocks of experience ? Our childhood and youth, with 
all their bright visions and beautiful dreams, are flown ; but the 
fuller, stronger tide of maturer years rolls on, freighted with 
ampler opportunities and more abundant riches than boyhood or 
girlhood ever knew. Plans and enterprises in which we once 
embarked, how they have been dashed in pieces, and with them 
every apparent prospect of gain or good ! Yet here is gain and 
here is good, in this truer lesson of life that we have learned ; 
the deeper insight which is ours ; the increase of wisdom and 
power that has been given us, to grapple with future emergencies, 
and enter into new labors and undertakings, and wring victory 
from the very jaws of defeat. Property, health, position, influence, 
and the favor of men have gone, and possibly we are sad and sick 
at heart. But are there no profound meanings in it all, that may 
make us richer, healthier, mightier, and happier far than before ? 
Are there no avenues still open to lead on to a nobler fortune ? 
Every day, every hour, every moment, is a sweet surprise, bringing 
with it some fresh, sure token of the Love that is over all. Each 
declining sun tells of a golden to-morrow. The seed you sow, 
dies but to live. " We never bathe," it has been finely said, " in 
the same stream twice." Change is everywhere ; but there is a 
perpetual ceasing to be, only that there may be a perpetual spring- 
ing into existence. Things are forever passing away ; but things 
just as good, and perhaps more and better, are thronging towards 
us, and are ever at our very doors, — greater improvements and 
finer conditions, grander truths and higher achievements, a larger 
wealth of knowledge and a nobler faith and worship, and more of 
purity, freedom, justice, rectitude, love, peace and joy. Many a 
creed, system, constitution, and established order must go. But 
Christ will come anew with every departure, and will turn and 
overturn until his kingdom has gained its final triumph, and God 
shall be all in all. It must be ours to work with God and for God, 
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but always to look for the signs of the advent, as they that watch 
for the morning ; to believe that progress is the divine decree, and 
never to doubt it ; to expect large and generous things of Him 
who is the Father Almighty, and to trust Him implicitly and for- 
ever ; and to keep up a brave heart and gladsome hope, until faith 
is lost in fruition, and prayer in praise ; until the mortal puts on 
immortality, and death is swallowed up of life. 
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COMPENSATIONS. 



I've found a joy in sorrow, 

A secret balm for pain, 
A beautiful to-morrow 

Of sunshine afler rain ; 
I've found a branch of healing 

Near every bitter spring, 
A whispered promise stealing 

0*er every broken string; 
I've found a glad hosanna 

For every woe and wail, 
A handful of sweet manna 

When grapes of Eschol fail; 
I've found a Rock of Ages 

When desert wells were dry. 
And afler weary stages, 

I've found an Elim nigh — 
An £Iim, with its coolness. 

Its fountains and its shade, 
A blessing in its fullness 

When buds of promise fade ; 
O'er tears of sofl contrition, 

I've seen a rainbow light, 
A glory and fruition. 

So near, yet out of sight. 
My Saviour 1 thee possessing, 

I have the joy, the balm. 
The healing and the blessing, 

The sunshine and the Psalm; 
The promise for the fearful, 

The Elim for the faint. 

The rainbow for the tearful, 

The glory for the saint. 

Selected. 
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ADDITIONAL Tributes. 



Uie following is an extract from a Sermon delivered by Rev. K C. 
Guild, of Brunswick^ Me.^ at the Church of the Unity ^ Win- 
chendon, Mass,^ August 19, 1888, from the text^ *^By their fruits 
ye shall know them^ 

Loyalty to conviction and consistency of life are difficult 
duties, but they are duties which must, in some good meas- 
ure, be fulfilled by the community of Christian believers, if 
the hoped-for coming of the kingdom of heaven on earth is 
ever to take place. So long as men say one thing and do 
another, making utterance and action run on lines not 
parallel but divergent, so long both their actions and their 
words will fail to effect the utmost possible good. That the 
ideal at which we aim is difficult of attainment does not 
render the duty of striving after it any less binding. We 
need not be discouraged. God never leaves himself without 
a witness. Once for all there is the life lived by Jesus — vital 
in inspiration for all who look to him in faith. In him the 
correspondence of word and life and thought was perfect. 
And everywhere his spirit lives again in his followers. 
Always there are those about us to whom we may rever- 
ently look as the living exponents of the spirit of Jesus. 

An example of true loyalty to conviction and consistent 
Christianity is fresh in the memory of us all. A few weeks 
ago there walked among you here a man whose every act 
corresponded to the thought that was in his mind and the 
•purpose of his heart. If he had made a promise, then there 
was never a question with him whether that promise was to 
be kept or not. What he had said, that he would do, no 
matter what it might cost him. Conduct with him was not 
controlled by transient impulses, or by conventional stand- 
ards, or by considerations of interest. What was highest in 
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affection, what was deepest in reverence, what was noblest 
in judgment, what was profoundest in conviction, — these 
things governed the relations of his life. The very cheer- 
fulness that dwelt on his countenance, and was heard in the 
tones of his voice, was not the issue of temperament or of 
immediate mood and feeling ; it sprang from a high purpose 
founded on a clear faith in the goodness of God. His 
cheery word, his sunny smile, his hopeful counsel spoke ever 
for the faith that was in him, — a faith which in him had 
power to overcome the world. 

With most of us, faith may rule our leading choices — the 
great determining moments of our lives — but the little 
things are apt to be left to impulse. They may go right or 
wrong, we say ; it does not make much difference. To him 
there were no little things. If he talked with a child by 
the wayside, the sense of divine love spoke from his lips. 
He kept his spirit in continual contact with the Eternal, 
and helped all who came in contact with him to honor and 
to love God better. He was one who 

Through the heat of conflict keeps the law 
In calmness made, and sees what he foresaw; 
Or if an unexpected call succeed, 
Come when it will, is equal to the need. 

Let US then consecrate ourselves anew to the faithful fol- 
lowing of Jesus. Let us take for our motto, " Loyalty to 
Conviction." Then, when we are called to nobler work on 
high, we too may each of us leave pure memories behind, 
to be treasured of all who knew us, and to be a source of 
strength in after times. 

What should a man desire to leave? 

A flawless work, a noble life, 

Some music harmonized from strife, 
Some finished thing, ere the slack hands at eve * 

Drop, should he live to leave; 
One gem of song, defying age ; 

A hard-won fight; a well- worked farm; 

A law no guile can twist to harm. 
• ****• 

Or in life's homeliest, meanest spot, 

"With temperate step, from year to year, 

To move within his little sphere, 
Leaving a pure name — to be known or not — 

This is a true man's lot. 
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TRIBUTE BY Rev. L. G. WARE, 

OF BURLINGTON, VT. 

These verses I copy here are from Lowell's commemora- 
tion of heroes who willingly died for their country : — 

*'Ah, there is somethiDg here 
Unfathomed by the cynic's sneer, 
Something that gives our feeble light 
A high immunity from Night, 
Something that leaps life's narrow bars 
To claim its birthright with the hosts of heaven; 
A seed of sunshine that doth leaven 
Our earthly dulness with the beams of stars. 
And glorify our clay 

With light from fountains elder than the Day; 
A conscience more divine than we, 
A gladness fed with secret tears, 
A vexing, forward-reaching sense 
Of some more noble permanence." 

These and their companion verses are less written words 
than music sung, or stately harmonies played, that sound to 
the mind as to the ear sounds Beethoven's Hero's Funeral 
March. But they are fit tribute not only to the faith and 
valor of those fallen in war for truth's sake ; they may com- 
memorate as well, brave, faithful spirits, not a few, whose 
death ends and crowns a heady fight against odds, a forlorn 
hope in the battle of life. 

As I copy them, I am thinking of my friend Charles 
Wheeler, — just now translated to new exercises of the 
truth to which he made his life a long obedience. They 
who have known him and his wife, and what love they had 
for one another, — known what loyalty was his to that love 
and to duty when thick darkness tried its unavailing best to 
hide duty's and love's light, — they will not too loudly 
lament the departure, though the mode appalls them, which 
these faithful souls now have made, the two at once, — 
da tanto esilio in tanta pace. Since he lived for her, it is no 
ill to him, — and ought not be to those who loved him — 
that he died with her. 
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Yet, while we keep a solemn joy now for them, it is diffi- 
cult to still regrets. We are wondering if we made it clear 
to him on how high a pinnacle of affectionate regard we 
placed his unfeigning truth. The supreme consolation is 
ours, which is sung in these noble verses. Yet the dull 
defeat changed to bright victory does not wholly soften our 
first, sore sense of loss. We shall greatly miss his fine 
simplicity of duty, his sweet address, his gently gay 
demeanor, with which he cheated us into the belief that he 
was one of the happiest of men. No ; there was no cheat. 
He carried in him that disciplined, serene mind which is 
the essence of felicity. 

"Why make we moan 
For loss that doth enrich us yet 
With upward yearnings of regret? 

As thrills of long-hushed tone 
Live in the viol, so our souls grow fine 
With keen vihrations from the touch divine 

Of noble natures gone." 

Christian Register, 



TRIBUTE BY Rev. W. O. WHITE, 

OF BBOOKUKB, HASS. 

Rev. Charles H. Wheeler was born in Salem, Mass., in 
1 83 1, while his father was at the head of the public Latin 
School in that town. He was for some years pastor of the 
church in Peabody previous to his installation at Winchen- 
don in 1865. In the latter place, he lived to see a costly 
and substantial church edifice of stone erected long before 
his death, by a parish that, previous to his coming among 
them, had for some time suspended religious services, which 
had been held in the village hall. 

More than this, he became identified with the cause of 
education there, and signally drew to himself the affections 
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and the confidence of a people who could appreciate the 
force and sagacity and tenderness, combined with the 
exquisite taste and exact scholarship, which lay hidden 
beneath a calm exterior. 

He might have adorned a professorship of belles lettreSy 
had his convictions not have drawn him to the ministry. 

In social life, he was a charming companion. His intel- 
lectual acuteness and breadth of view, with his reverent 
spirit and his wealth of sympathy, combined to make him 
an effective preacher. 

In his daily life, patient, cheery, untiring, yet all the time 
bound, as^ it were, like a victim to the altar of sacrifice, he 
preached more pathetically, more impressively still. 

His was no unfinished work. Inasmuch, too, as the 
refined and gentle and intellectual wife, who was so in har- 
mony with that genial and buoyant mirth which played over 
the surface of his consecrated spirit, had seemed for years 
to be under a hopeless cloud, so far as this world is con- 
cerned, the stroke of fate, which in the twinkling of an eye 
plunged them both into eternity, may more fitly be regarded 
by the Christian as the joyous awakening of captives who 
find their bonds broken and their prison-house destroyed, — 
ay, schooled to strike a chord in the celestial harmonies 
permitted only to those who through much tribulation shall 
enter into the kingdom of heaven. 

Christian Register, 
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Immortal years. 



They come, they linger with us, and they go, 

The lovely years ! 
Into our hearts we feel their beauty grow ; 
Through them the meaning of our life we know, 

Its joys, its fears. 

Though down the long, dim avenues of the Past 

Their swift feet fled, 
In His eternity the rooms are vast ; 
There wait they, to be ours again at last ; — 

They are not dead. 

And nothing dies that ever was alive ; 

All that endears 

And sanctifies the human must survive ; 

Of God they are, and in His smile they thrive. 

The immortal years. 

Lucy Larcom. 
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